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Part | 


"This goes out to two people up here on stage," Bono says into his microphone. What? ANOTHER one of his 
plans to get me and Edge back together? "Edge, Adam, listen up." Two people come on stage and take mine and 
Edges respective bass and guitar. They begin to play Stuck In a Moment. Edge and | stand on the sides of the 
stage glaring at each other. | kissed Edge in public and someone took a photo. Edge didn't want people to know 
yet but it blew up like a storm on the internet. Edge got pissed - which is unlike him considering he is usually 
calm - and we started fighting and.. said some things. That was three weeks ago and | can bet that Bono and 
Larry are sick of it. At the end he pulls both of us to the middle. "Who here wants these two to get out of 
their moment and make up already?" Bono says. The crowd screams. | grab the microphone from him "Edge. 
I'm sorry | kissed you in public. l'm sorry everyone found out about us. l'm sorry | didn't consult you first. l'm 
sorry | didn't think of what you might feel. I'm sorry about.. everything | said. You know | didn't mean it. 
Damnit Edge | love you." Edge still has his headset microphone on. "Can we not wait until later to have this 
conversation." "No. | want everyone to know this. | love you so much and being without you is fucking breaking 
me." "IF YOU LOVED ME YOU WOULDN'T HAVE DONE IT IN THE FIRST PLACE!" | can tell the whole stadium is 
shocked at Edge being angry. "YOU WANT PROOF THAT | LOVE YOU? DOES THIS LOOK LIKE | DON'T LOVE YOUl?" 
| yell, pulling up my sleeve, exposing the red slashes. There is a loud gasp from the whole stadium. "|.. What.” 
Edge says in shock. "This is what you are doing to me. | can't live without you. | need you." | grab his hand and 
press it to my chest through my half unbuttoned shirt. "Is that what you call not real? Without you Edge.. | 


might end up like Micheal" Edge looks too shocked to speak. Bono looks terrified Hell even Larry is showing 
emotion. | throw the microphone down and fall down on my knees "Forgive me. Please." "l-1." He runs off stage. 


Part 2 


When Edge runs off | break down and Larry comes over to me. He rubs circles on my back and leads me off 
stage while Bono concludes stuff with the crowd who are in shock. | don't know what he says and | don't care. 
All| care about now is that | have lost him. | lost the love of my life. Who would have thought Adam Clayton 
would actually love someone - and a man at that. | am in hysterics backstage. Edge is nowhere to be found - 
back at the hotel most likely - while Bono and Larry are trying to comfort me. "Those tears are going 
nowhere," Larry whispers. Bono gets up "I'm going to go talk to edge" He leaves and Larry pulls me in for a 
hug. | hold on to him so tightly that | probably left bruises. Most of the crew has left by now. "Larry, will | 
ever get him back?" "He will calm down, you know he loves you. Adam.. What concerns me is this." He pulls my 
sleeve up and reveals the scars. "Why didn't you tell any of us how bad it was? Would you really do.. what 
Micheal did?" "If Edge dumps me | will" "Adam... no.." "Well what else do | have to live for then?" "Me and Bono 
for a start. And the music. You used to love playing but now.. you just look dead, a zombie." "I feel dead” 
"Goddamnit Adam come with me." Larry takes my arm and drags me out to the car which is still waiting for 
us. We sit in silence in the car and we end up at the hotel where Larry leads me.. "Larry no.." "You need to 
talk to him," he says, knocking on the door. "Larry!" | say. Edge opens the door and sees us standing there. "Hi." 
| say. He grabs my right arm - gently enough not to hurt my cuts - and drags me into the room, shutting 
the door. He drags me to his bathroom and sits me down on top of the toilet seat. "Edge.. Wha?" He presses a 
finger to my lips "Shhhh." He grabs out a first aid kit and pulls up my sleeve. He begins to sterelize and fix my 
cuts, the silence is killing me. "Edge... | really am.. sorry." "I know." He finishes on the last cut. 2I days without 
Edge, Il days of cutting, 22 cuts. One per arm per day. He places bandages on both arms them pulls my 
sleeves down. "Why?" "Because without you | have nothing to live for." "Oh Adam." The tone in his voice shows 
one thing. "| don't need your pity." "Adam.." "I think you made it pretty clear what you want" "Did | actually say 
| wanted to break up with you? No. We never actually broke up Adam. You may think i'm being over the top 
about sonething as little as a kiss in public. You knew there was photographers around and you never asked me 
first. You know | had to delete my email address because it got out and the amount of hate mail | got was too 
much." "Edge... | didn't know.." | stand up and hug him. Both of us, 50 year old men, crying on each others 
shoulders. "Being without you is killing me as well," he says between sobs. "We need to stop fighting. It is killing 
us. Hurting Bono and Larry. Hurting our peformances. Hurting the fans. They don't deserve it" "Let's fix this...” 
"Together." We lean in and our lips join for the first time in three weeks. | push him against the only open wall 
space in the bathroom, happily devouring his mouth. After a good ten minutes we pull apart. "Jesus christ | 
have missed that," | say. He smirks "You ain't the only one." | grin and pull him over to the bedroom like an 


overeager schoolboy. Once we shut the door, the rest was history. 


